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 He watched the rolling green hills, the leaves of the oak shading his eyes 
from the soft sun. He hummed as his fingers moved in familiar patterns, 
striking chords he wasn’t listening to. His thoughts progressed to her, his 
muse, how she used to travel with him when they were young singing and 
dancing along his side. But now she wanted to settle in a old family home, 
have kids and take over her father’s farm. She hadn’t understood; it wasn’t 
a choice, he needed to move, explore, he had no time to be who she wanted 
him to be. He sighed to himself as he fell deeper into the nook of the great 
oak. 
 “Play for me?” A timid feminine voice caught his ear from behind the 
tree. It startled his fingers into silence as he listened for movement, he was 
miles from the nearest village; a child wouldn’t be out this far and a woman 
shouldn’t be, he thought maybe it was an Aos is, that so many of his songs 
spoke of.
 He chuckled the thought away, and played to coax the voice out. He 
gently picked up his lute and began to pluck the gut strings. He let his 
fingers settle into the familiar chords remembering the first words of a 
song he learned from Tinkerers but as he went to strum the first chord his 
fingers resisted. They begged to hear a different song. A song from him and 
only him. 
 The sound his lute and voice made next was not thought, it was felt, 
cast away from him like heat from a fire. It was the sound of a man’s heart 
breaking, the absence of warmth in an empty palm, the breath of relief af-
ter finally being pushed over the ledge. The lyrics that came from him like 
a river told the story of a traveler; one who lost everything but his love of 
the open road.
 He didn’t know how long he played, but when he opened his eyes a 
misty silhouette stood in front of him. 
 “That song, what was it?”
 His eyes began to adjust to the dusk light; the woman who stood in front 
of him was so slender and fragile he worried that if his next words were too 
loud it would crumble her to dust. “The Curse of the Traveler.” That was 
the name of it, he was sure of it.
 “It was perfect.”  
 He smiled. “Would you like to hear another one?”
She smiled as she sat on the grass beside him. Her long golden hair brushed 
against him as his fingers picked another song. This song danced through 
the open meadow like the breeze itself; the shiver of a feathers touch, a 
tear falling over a lovers smile, the last kiss before two part ways.
 He played this song for several hours. The woman laid her head on his 
shoulder and listened contently to every tune he played, song after song. 
His mind swirled with melodies and countermelodies; songs of great Finn 
Mac Cumhal that had never been sung, and songs of the spralling mead-
ows, the lonesome oaks, and the woman who whispered inspiration.    
 He played until the pads of his fingers bled, being frustrated for only 
a moment before adjusting his fingers. The pressure of the string danced 
now with the side of his knuckle. The music in his head had to be played. 
He didn’t care if only the leaves of the oak swayed with the melody, or only 
the grass of the meadow wept with dew, or if the only one to sing with him 
was the woman that had not done more than harmonize in his ear through 
the days. He played, and when his fingers could no longer hold down the 
strings, he sang until his voice did nothing but crack. 
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